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	Transcendental

**I actually wrote this before signing up. I scrapped it and found it lying, discarded and horribly written in my HTTYD folder. I fixed it up, worked so hard on it…here it is!**

**This was originally only about 5,000 words, but as you can see, it is way over that :) Now it is over 10,000 words and paints a better picture than the last one did.**

**As most of you know already, phoenix0899 and I have paired up and created a combined account called 'infernosandsnowstorms'. On that account, we will collaborate writing stories. Our first one, an Avengers fanfic called Here's Hoping We Collide, has a countdown!**

**COUNTDOWN: 10 days until Chapter #1!**

**My modern day Jelsa story, Of Broken Mirrors, Frosted Windows and Ticking Clocks, has an exclusive sneak peek at the first Chapter. Head on over to my profile and click on Chapter 18 of it to read a trailer for it, if you would like.**

**I will write the odd numbered chapters while Nyx (phoenix0899) writes the even numbered chapters**

**Oh, and by the way, this takes place in two different times. The one in italics is during HTTYD, and the other one, in regular form, is 5 years after the events of the italicized memories.**

**I'm not going to push for a review. Although that would be nice. **

**Enjoy!**

…**..**

"_I SAID, STOP THE FIGHT!" The man with red hair yelled, and angrily slammed his hammer onto the metal bars covering the arena._

_Almost immediately, the red dragon's eyes went from being curious to being lethal as the pupils dilated. The small brown-haired boy screamed and ran as the dragon lit up and roared._

_The red-bearded man ran towards the gate on the other side of the arena, shoving shock-paralyzed Vikings out of the way._

_The small boy running from the dragon screamed again, and went for the weapons shelf, trying to grab at _least_ a shield to protect himself, but dropped it when the dragon spit fire at his hand, jumped over him, effectively knocking him down._

_Across the arena, a girl with blond bangs hanging over her left eye wrenches her head in between the bars. "HICCUP!" she screams, her voice an octave higher than usual._

_The boy turns toward the sound, but another blast from the fiery monster distracts him._

_The girl looks around frantically before her blue sharp eyes land on an axe hanging off the arena wall. She grabs it, and wedges the blade under the gate, pushing up, allowing her just enough room to wiggle her small, slender form under the gate._

"_Hiccup!" she cries again, and searches the ground, looking for some way to protect the smaller Viking. _

_She grabs a small hammer from the pile of blasted weapons, some still smoking, and hurls it at the dragon._

_She was hoping to stun it, but it just distracts the dragon. It shakes his head before seeing her and changing its target. _

_To her._

_She yells, and starts running, looking back to see the dragon's leering yellow eyes, and the small green-eyed Viking trying to catch his breath._

_The gate at the opposite end of the arena is thrown open, and the chief with the braided beard appears. "THIS WAY!" he yells, and the blonde haired girl changes direction, running towards his outstretched hand._

_She unintentionally runs past the smaller boy Viking, and the dragon looks at him. He looks easier to catch than the girl._

_The smaller boy looks up to see the dragon on his tail. The large man with the red hair yells, "Hiccup!"_

'_Hiccup' starts to run towards the man, but trips over his own feet and lands hard on the ground. The dragon pounces on him, and traps the boy under his razor-sharp claws. He snarls as the small Viking covers his eyes with his hands and his body begins to shakes as he waits for his demise-_

_Suddenly a very familiar noise is heard. It sounds like a scream, getting closer and closer and higher until one of the Vikings, a man with a prosthetic hand and leg, looks behind him and sees a black blur whiz past him, and with one blast, fires open the top of the arena, and dives through the hole._

_Vikings murmur and gasp as they climb the roof, looking down below, trying to see through the haze. In a sudden roar, two dragons appear from the mist…fighting each other._

_One is the red dragon, roaring and pinning the other dragon down, trying to rip the other dragon's throat out._

_But the other dragon hits the red dragon in the face, and gets up, roaring. He's all black, and has the sound of a…_

"_Night Fury!" the prosthetic man whispers, in awe._

_The black dragon backs closer and closer to the fallen Viking, deflecting the red dragon's advances._

_The red dragon gives up, and grudgingly flies away, out of the hole, spraying fire at the Vikings swinging at it, trying to down it._

_The black dragon looks back to the boy, and the boy gets up, hurriedly speaking to the dragon. "Toothless, get out! Go bud!"_

_The dragon is hesitant at first, but when Vikings start to pour down the walls and run towards him with maces and axes and swords and daggers, the black dragon quickly blasts another hole, and flies upward, taking to the sky before the Vikings have a chance to reach where the dragon once was._

_A bunch of the Vikings don't stop running, but instead sprint out the other gate and through the village and into the woods beyond, weapons blood thirsty from the blood of the dragon none of them have ever seen._

_Until now. _

_The chief's eyes glow, and he stomps his way to the smaller boy, picking him up by the scruff of his tunic. "WHAT WERE YA DOIN'?!"_

_The boy winces and tries to get down. "Dad I-"_

_The chief cuts him off. "I SHOULD HAVE SEEN THE SIGNS. NOT ANYONE, ESPECIALLY YOU, GETS THAT GOOD!"_

_The smaller Viking goes to talk again, but the man scowls and throws him to the ground instead. "You threw your lot in with them, not caring about how many people you could have hurt today!"_

_The boy winces when he hits the ground. The man kicks him, and the smaller boy curls up in a ball, trying to breathe while the man kicks him again._

_Then man goes to kick the smaller Viking a third time when a voice rings out. "STOP!"_

_He turns, and the girl with the blonde hair and blue eyes steps between the man and the boy, whose nose and arms are bleeding. He whimpers. "No, Astrid."_

_She ignores him._

"_Is this what you do to Vikings? To your __**son?!**__ Kick him, abuse him, ignore him?! What kind of a father are you?"_

_The man raises his hammer, furious. "YOU 'AVE NO RIGHT TO SPEAK TO ME LIKE THAT!"_

_She shakes her head, and places her hands on her hips. "Go ahead. Hit me. Hit a Hofferson."_

_The red man's mouth quaked. "You're standing up for him? For the runt?"_

_She scoffed. "I'm doing what you are supposed to be doing. Protecting your son."_

_Eyes darkened with fury, he swung his hand out, hitting the blond girl, throwing her body across the arena with brute force._

_Her eyes widened right before she hit the wall. Then her back collided with the stone wall, and her eyes closed as she bounced off the wall and hit the hard stone floor with a thud._

_Hiccup thought he heard a crack._

_He pushed himself up onto his elbows, arms wavering with exhaustion. "No!" he whisper-yelled, and then a shadow covered his small figure. Stoick stood above him._

"_You're not a Viking. You're not my son."_

_Gasps rippled through the crowds of watching Vikings as a bolt of pain ran through the smaller Viking's chest._

_The older man scoffed. "You have 2 bloody hours to get off this island."_

_Then with a shake of his head, he walked off, his heavy footprints the only sound in the arena, except Hiccup's ragged breath and sniffles as he shakily ran to Astrid's side._

…**.**

_10 minutes later, Astrid was lying in a bed in Gothi's hut, as the elder healer looked her over. She had a dislocated shoulder, a bruised rib, and a broken wrist. Hiccup had a possibly broken rib, a dislocated shoulder, and 2 broken fingers._

_But yet, in 2 hours, they were to be thrown off Berk._

…**.**

**Rider**

The wind whipped as three figures flew through the frigid air.

One was on a Night Fury, wearing a suit made of leather. It covered every inch of the body, except for the prosthetic leg. The suit was brown and red, and the mask hid the person's identity. By the body shape, it was a man. The man's helmet resembled a Night Fury's in the way of the spikes on the head and the shape of it. Two small eye panels revealed forest-green eyes, and a scar ran down one of them. On a clasp on his chest was a symbol of a Night Fury, curled up and ready to strike.

Another one of the figures was female, and she rode a Deadly Nadder. She was also wearing a leather suit, but the accents were blue, instead of red, and the symbol was a Deadly Nadder curled up and ready to strike. Her mask looked more like a Nadder's head, instead. Tiny white horns crested the forehead, and the eyes panels showed sharp blue.

The last figure was standing on a Stormcutter, wearing an outfit of sheepskin and leather. Standing. Not riding. Underneath the slitted skirt was a pair of leggings. Across her chest, the woman wore an armor of sorts, painted with blue, brown, and green. Her mask had horns protruding from the forehead, and it looked like she had no way to see, because the eye holes were covered up. Unlike the other two figures, in her hands she held a staff, the butt end carved out.

The trio of transcendental figures flew through the sky.

…**.**

_The blonde girl groaned as the world spun into view. She wiped the sweat from her face, and tried to sit up, taking a huge breath, before wincing when her ribs moved. _

_Sweat poured down her face as she tried to get up. Her wrist ached, and she saw it wrapped in cloth and splintered with two pieces of wood. _

_Finally she was able to swing her legs over the edge. With difficulty, she stood up, clutching the bedpost as she tried to stay upright._

_Suddenly the door burst open, and she turned-too quickly that her ribs screamed in pain- and came face to face with the boy from the ring. His forest green eyes didn't see her. Instead he looked out of breath. Quickly he slammed the door and leaned up against it._

_It was then when his deep green eyes met her sharp blue ones. He pushed a chair in front of the door and crossed to where she stood._

_She opened her mouth to ask what was going on, but he cut her off. "I'll answer questions on the way. But now, we need to leave."_

_She looked at him, eyebrow arched, and he shook his head. "Later, Astrid."_

_He reached down and unstrapped a satchel from his belt. She noticed he wasn't wearing his usual green tunic with a fur coat, but rather a small leather…suit._

_He threw it on the bed, and turned to the fireplace, where he reached into one of the baskets and revealed 4 of 5 other satchels. _

_He dumped them all on the bed, and then grabbed another from the pocket on his waist. "I went to your house and got your axe, your bow and arrows, some clothes, and a dagger. And an extra pair of boots and wraps."_

_He gestured to the bag. "All in there."_

_She was thoroughly confused. "Why? Where are we going?"_

_He shook his head. "I'd love to tell you now…but there's no time. You have to trust me, or we'll both be dead before the sun sets."_

_She gulped, trying to force the words from her dry, cracked throat. "Okay," she rasped, and looked at the satchels. "Need any help?"_

_He shook his head. "Nope. I already got my things, your things, some food, weapons, and some blacksmithing things. And you got your own dragon, since Toothless can't carry everything."_

_Her eyes reflected fear, and Hiccup smiled a bit, but she saw fear and-melancholy - in his eyes. She crossed the room with effort, biting her lip when her ribs popped and pulled. She went over and took his hands. "Hiccup," she whispered, "what did we get ourselves into?"_

_He sighed, barely looking up. "I don't know, Astrid. I don't know."_

_He looked up, and his eyes went past hers, and to the sun dial on the other side of the room, next to the window. He stiffened. "Come on. Time to go."_

_She nodded, and he crossed the room and stuffed bandages, herbs, vials of medicine, and other medical supplies into it. When he turned back, she looked at him. _

"_What?" he asked, confused. "You're stealing," she rasped, and he fought the urge to roll his eyes. "Why?" she asked, whispering."_

_He looks over at her. "Gothi let us have them…for our…trip."_

_The sun dial turns another notch, and Astrid looks at it. "When are we leaving?"_

_He lowered his head. "Now."_

_She shook her head. "Are we going to be gone for long? Can I say goodbye to my mom? Can I-"_

_He shook his head. "No. They're not allowed to see you. Or you allowed to see them. As soon as you change…we can go."_

_With that, he reached into the basket at his feet, and pulled out a blue and brown suit like his, and a mask that looked like a Deadly Nadder's head. "Here. You'll need this."_

_And he pulled out a mask that matched his own suit and clipped it to his own belt. He handed it to her. "Here."_

_Her voice was low. "Why?"_

_He gulped. "We need to get out of here without being noticed. This will hide your face and let us fly fast without getting wind burn. But keep your underclothes on to keep the suit from chafing your skin."_

_She nodded slowly, before walking slowly, painfully, to the back room, where she changed from her trusty skirt and shoulder pads into the suit Hiccup made for her. _

_It fit perfectly._

_With surprise, she stepped out. She looked round, and saw Hiccup was gone. From the slight warble she heard outside, he must be waiting for her with Toothless._

_Her boots fit over the suit perfectly, and when she looked in the mirror, next to her suit, her hair looked childish and petty._

_She shook her head and undid it from her huge braid. It fell down to the middle of her spine._

_She hunted until she found a pair of scissors. _

_Then with a final blink, she closed her eyes and cut her hair. When she was done, her bangs were gone and her hair was now to her shoulders._

_She took a deep breath as she scooped her fallen golden hair into the fire and watched it go up in flames. Then she took what was left and braided it, slowly._

_She had just finished when Hiccup came in the back door. His eyes widened when he saw her._

_She looked at him. "How did you know what size I was?"_

_He looked down, and she saw the slightest blush cross his cheeks. "I used to help make clothes."_

_Then he straightened up and threw her the mask. She caught it, and turned it over. It looked pretty good. She looked at him, confused, and he tapped where his own mask was clipped on. She found the spot and attached it to her suit. Then he grabbed her axe and went behind her._

"_Trust me," he whispered, and she nodded, tense._

_She felt him touch her back, and then a small added weight told her that he'd attached her axe to her back. Her rounded around to the front and kept talking. "The pouch your axe is in will hold it securely until you need it. Easy to get to, and the case won't resist. Try it."_

_He stepped back in anticipation of what was about to happen. With a practiced hand, she reached back, and grabbed the leather handle. Then with a small smile lacing her red, thin lips, she pulled it out, and started on how easily the case let it go._

_He nodded. "Good?"_

_She bobbed her head, and went to put it back, but her dislocated shoulder popped, and she groaned. She went to twist it again to make sure it wasn't hurt more than it already was, but nothing happened. She felt no pain._

"_You popped your shoulder back in. If only it was as easy to do so with a rib, fingers or even a wrist."_

_It was then when she looked down and saw the bandages on her wrist. Her being right-handed, she didn't notice her left arm until now. She didn't use her left wrist for much, certainly not for throwing, so it didn't bother her._

_Her rib on the other hand…she winced as she brought in a deep breath. Pain stabbed through her upper torso, and she bent over slightly. When she raised her head again, Hiccup was by her side, eyes swimming in sorrow._

"_I'm sorry Astrid. I dragged you into all of this. If you hadn't stood up for me, you wouldn't be stuck with me. If you hadn't-"_

_A finger touched his lips. "Sshh…" she cooed. "Hiccup, if I hadn't stood up for you, you fath- I mean Stoick, probably would have killed you, if the Monstrous Nightmare didn't get you first. Either way, you would probably be dead right now. And I, I would be…" she trailed off_

_Hiccup looked up at her. "Would be what, Astrid? Certainly you don't care for Hiccup the Useless, embarrassment of Berk, clumsy fool I am. No one does. Not da- Stoick, not Snoutlout, not Fishlegs, not the twins…and not you."_

_Her anger flashed. "Why would you think I don't care for you?!"_

_He looked her straight in the eyes, sad, green eyes meeting furious, sharp blue ones. "Because…no one does."_

_And in that moment, the rock-hard heart of Astrid Hofferson melted. Her eyes were opened. Standing before her was not a clumsy, embarrassing, trouble-making, bullied boy, but rather a strong, stone-hard from years of bullying, but yet scared, man._

_And in that moment of softness, she reached out her arms, taking a step, and hugged him._

_He stiffened and winced as he prepared for a slap across his cheek, or a sudden punch to his small arms._

_Nothing came._

_He cautiously opened his eyes, and all he could see was gold. HE felt arms around his shoulders, and something pressed into his neck. It was only when he felt the hair move, then he realized. _

_Astrid was…hugging…him._

_In a moment of grief, he brought his arms around her shoulders, and let one small, weak, cry of hopelessness find its way to his throat and out of his mouth._

_Her heart ached for him. He has lost everything. Heck, they both lost everything. All because they tried to be different. They tried to end the war their parents had tried to end for so long._

_Both of their hearts opened that day, as they stood, night falling, in a small cottage on the rocks, pressed to one another, and both let their tears flow freely._

…**.**

**Tempest**

The wind howled as the 3 figures in costume made their way across the sky. A shout came to the right of them, and the man turned.

"Rider! There's a storm brewing, I can feel it. We must take shelter, soon, or we'll be lost."

The man sighed, knowing. He wanted to reach the destination as soon as he could, but the weather thought otherwise. He looked down at the dragon, and patted the side of his head. He looked back, and saw ice and frost begin to cover the black prosthetic tail of the dark reptile.

He knew the woman was right.

"Valkyrie!" he yelled, and the girl to the right turned her head. "We need to land! Follow me!"

She nodded, knowing that flying much longer would be useless. Then as he started his incline down, she saw Tempest begin to descend, after the boy. With a shiver, she followed, directing her own dragon to follow the other two down.

…**.**

_Astrid shuddered as she heard the door being pound on again. Angry voices filled her head._

"_Traitors!"_

"_Liars!"_

"_Blasphemy!"_

_Other words hurled at her, and the door rattled again. She saw the chair begin to move away, and she quickly, quietly, grabbed the pot off the fireplace and set it on the chair blocking the door._

_There. That would hold them…until they got smart and started to use their weapons to break down the door._

_She heard a creak behind her, and whipped out her axe, and holding it to the tender part of the skin on the neck of the Viking._

_Hiccup's eyes went wide. "Whoa…"_

_Embarrassed, she lowered it and stashed it away. "Sorry."_

_He laughed softly. "It's fine. Now come on. Time to go. Dragons are ready."_

_She nodded, and a small flash of pain stung her heart. "What happens if they get through?" she asked, gesturing to the barricaded door._

_His eyes reflected fear. "Then we're dead."_

_She nodded. "Oh."_

_He grabbed her elbow gently. "We have to go Astrid. It's been past 2 hours." _

_She nodded, and he looked at her, then released his grip._

_He went jogging out the back door, to the small patio, or landing spot for them, and she took one last look at the place, the barricaded door, and the ransacked bins._

_Then, without another glance, she straightened up, unclipped her mask, put in on, and walked after Hiccup._

…**.**

**Rider**

"VALKERYIE! TEMPEST! I FOUND A PLACE TO LAND!"

The man's voice whipped through the wind, and when there was no reply, he knew his words had been lost in the storm.

But he was prepared for this.

Landing, he got off quickly and wrapped his arms around himself as he warmed his hands for a second, before reaching into one of the saddlebags attached to the black dragon's saddle.

He withdrew two daggers, and grabbed bottle. After dipping the blades in the bottle, he looked at the dragon, who promptly blew fire at the blades. Instantly, they lit up, and Rider waved them around, yelling.

He knew if Valkyrie and Tempest didn't find him soon, they'd die in the cold. The snowstorm was so unexpected…

He shook his head. _No. They'll find me._

With new vigor, he waved the blades around again, shouting, as the Night Fury growled and roared.

As he swung his hands back and forth, the fire glinted off his middle finger.

…**.**

_The door opened, and she walked out after the boy. She heard more pounding, and the splintering of wood._

_They had started to break through._

_With panic, she walked faster, and wasn't looking where she was going._

_She ran right into the brown-haired boy, and lost her balance._

_Now notice, she wasn't right outside the door when it happened, she was right near the edge of the porch. _

_She felt the wind rush in her ears, and opened her mouth to scream as she felt her feet slip from the edge. She closed her eyes, and waited to hit the ground, to splatter, to die-_

_BOOM._

_She felt a hand cover hers, and jerked. She looked up into the forest green eyes of the black dragon, and smiled gratefully._

_She heard a voice. "Did you get her bud?"_

_The black dragon purred and gave her a gummy smile._

_Then suddenly, he let go._

_This time, a scream ripped from her throat, and she could feel the wind rushing in her ears._

_She closed her eyes._

_THWUMP_

_She felt herself land, and opened her eyes. Yellow eyes looked back at her._

_She sat up, and felt something rough under her._

_She turned her head, and saw Hiccup on Toothless, trying to suppress a smile._

_With a groan, she sat up, rubbed her head, and-_

_Oh._

_She was looking right into the eyes of a blue, orange, and purple Deadly Nadder._

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider's arm was tiring. He knew the black dragon couldn't fly anymore; his tail fin was frozen.

His eyes were starting to droop, and he yawned. Then snorted at himself, cursing himself.

_Valkyrie and Tempest are still out there! This is no time to be sleeping!_

The man looked through the mask back into the sky. He knew that if the girls didn't find him soon, they must either be lost, stranded, or even….no. Valkyrie was strong. And Tempest would protect her.

He raised his arm again, and went to shout, but all that came out was a sob.

Why was he crying?

He had to find Valkyrie and Tempest, before the storm got worse.

And he needed help.

He scanned the area around him, but could barely see a foot in front of him in the raging snowstorm.

The biting, cold, icy wind whipped around him, as he started to trek through the woods.

He had to find help.

And soon.

…**.**

_As her eyes connected with the Deadly Nadder's, the pieces fell into place._

_She felt like screaming._

_Instead, her eyes just stayed glued to the yellow pupils._

_Mesmerizing._

_The dragon squawked, and behind her, Hiccup let out a chuckle. "Okay over there, Milady?"_

_She looked up, and scowled. "How do I fly her?"_

_The dragon squawked, and it sounded like a groan of injustice._

_Hiccup snorted. "Before we go, you have to name her."_

_She sat there, pondering, before her eyes flew open. "Stormfly."_

_He nodded. "Sounds good. Just hold on to the reigns and follow Toothless."_

_She nodded, and with that, they were off._

_As she followed him across the sky, she let her mind wander. Stormfly. A combination of her mother and father's name. _

_That she was leaving behind._

_She looked down, and saw that through the dark, she saw houses, the Great Hall, and small Vikings, like her play dolls when she was younger._

_In awe, she smiled. A small fleeting thing, she would do again, for a few more years. When he would ask her._

…**.**

**Rider**

Each step equaled a breath.

Right foot.

Breath.

Peg leg.

Breath.

Each breath left a cloud of precipitation.

He shivered, and the black dragon cooed, rubbing his own body against his master's.

By the grunting, cooing, and growling, Rider made out that the dragon was trying to tell him to slow down. To slow down, take a rest, get warm.

But the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself knew that his master wouldn't stop until he found help for his mate.

So the Night Fury followed his master as they trudged through the snow.

…**.**

_The farther they got from Berk, the more her heart sank. _

_Both flew, side by side, neither one having the courage to say anything._

_She broke the silence, voice trembling, as she held back tears._

"_Hiccup?" she asked, voice shaking and cracking._

"_Yeah Astrid?"_

_She took a deep breath as she felt the lump rise farther in her throat._

"_What's going to-to happen…to-to us?"_

_He flew in front of her, cutting her off._

_She saw his eyes, glossed over._

_He looked her in the eye. "I'm…I'm not sure, Astrid."_

_And with that, their journey continued._

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider's feet were numb. He couldn't feel them.

But yet, he trudged on.

He had to find help. He had to find help.

A blast of air whipped at his body, and he fell, and heard his dragon make a startled noise as his face hit the cold, wet snow.

He had no energy to get up.

_I'm…I'm sorry, Valkyrie._

He felt something under his arm, and felt himself being lifted. But he had no strength to open his eyes.

He felt himself being laid on something.

And then everything went black.

…**.**

**Toothless**

The Night Fury cooed. He had to find his master shelter.

And find his master's mate help.

He picked his rider up by his flight suit collar, and set him gently on his back.

With his mind set, he trudged off, his master limp on his back.

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider woke to whipping winds, and shouts.

And fire.

He tried to sit up, but hands held him down. He tried to open his eyes more, but only saw the snow falling.

And a blur of black.

A black blob struggling.

Under hands.

Big, burly, hands.

Viking hands.

With a cry, Rider shot up, and felt the hands pressing into his back again.

But he knew how to remove them.

He lowered his hand to his leg, and felt his trusty sword brush his palm.

He grabbed it, and with a yell of vengeance jerked himself up and thrust the sword to the hands restraining him.

He heard shouts of confusion as he rose, the hands no longer weighing on him.

He stood up, and turn, and saw the faces of his captors.

He knew these people.

Faces started at him, and he thanked Freya that he still wore his mask.

The faces of former friends, aged, now stared back at him.

A man with black, spiky hair, wearing a black cape stood in front, standing in front of a girl, with braids on both of her heads. Protecting her.

His heart ached.

_Valkyrie._

Another man, bulkier, held a smaller girl with brown hair. A man with blond hair like the girl's stood in the back, eyes wide, trailed on the sword.

Like the other's.

It wasn't until the man with black hair yelled at him, "Sheath that sword!" That Rider recognized the man.

Snoutlout.

Protecting Ruffnut.

Fishlegs.

Protecting the girl. He didn't know her.

Tuffnut.

In the back.

Mesmerized by the flames licking at the sword.

Snoutlout yelled again. "Put the sword down! Or we will attack!"

Rider chose not to speak. His voice would surely give him away.

Snoutlout opened his mouth to yell again, when suddenly Rider hollered and swung his sword over his head.

Yelling and yelling, he caught the other Viking's attention. All turned to him, except for the men holding Toothless down.

It was then he realized if he wanted to go; he'd have to order them to let him go.

Mustering his voice, he hoped he wouldn't be recognized.

"Let. Him. Go."

The Vikings visibly blanched at this. The stranger could talk?

He heard footsteps, heavy, almost as of the person taking them had a burden on their shoulders.

From the midst of the Vikings came a man. With red hair, a beard the size of his chest, and wearing a breast-plate helmet.

Stoick.

Snoutlout watched the mysterious dragon rider twitch a bit.

He reminded him of someone…but he couldn't place his finger on who.

Stoick spoke up.

"Who are you?"

The mysterious man coughed deeply, voice distorted behind his Night Fury mask. "I am called Rider."

A gasp came from the group of Vikings.

Rider?

The Rider?

Stoick heard the unrest. "You mean to tell me that you are Rider, the mysterious 'Dragon Master'?"

The man laughed. "So that's my name now a days? A little while ago it was Rider the Transcendental…but apparently that's too 'humble'."

After a pause and another cough, the man shifted. "And who might you be, oh mighty one?"

The red-haired man frowned. "Why does my name matter?"

The man, 'Rider', shrugged. "I heard that there was a chief around here by the name of 'Stoick' that many dragons fear. A few times I've wondered whether to come and teach him a lesson or two, but I've been busy lately."

The man gulped and his eyebrows furrowed in confusion and frustration. Come to teach him a lesson? Who was this man?

"My name is Stoick, but I am not chief."

Rider's laugh echoed in the snowfall. "Really? Who is? Your son?"

The man grunted. "No. My nephew."

Rider blanched. "Snoutlout?"

Snoutlout pushed his way through the small crowd. "How do you know me?"

Rider laughed again. "You guys are so clueless…I had an…acquaintance with a boy from here. Brown hair…green eyes….looks like you. Said his name was….uh…-what was it?-...oh! It think it was Hiccup."

The man with the red hair in took a breath. "Hiccup?"

Rider nodded. "His name sucked. So he renamed himself."

Snoutlout crossed his arms. "The traitor? Where is he now?"

Rider lowered his head. "He died."

The crowd of Vikings gasped. Hiccup was dead?

_It's true,_ Rider thought. Hiccup died when the explosion went off.

The red-bearded man's eyes glossed over and he struggled to fight tears. "What happened?"

Rider's shoulders slumped farther forward. "He died saving me and my…family…from a Queen Dragon."

Snoutlout huffed.

Rider's head snapped up. "Hiccup knew you! And you," he yelled, pointing to the others, "and you left him! Banished him! Forsake him! At 15! He would've died if it weren't for me, Valkyrie and Tempest, he would have died in the cold air!"

He looked at them all. "Did you even care? About him? Or his friend?"

At this point, a cry was heard. A smaller woman, with blond hair and blue eyes, pushed herself forward. "Astrid?" she cried.

Rider uncrossed his arms and stood up from the tree he was leaning against. "What about her?"

The woman's eyes were full of tears, threatening to spill over. "Is she alive?"

Rider shrugged. "If I knew, I'd tell you. After the death of Hiccup, she went crazy. She loved him, and when he died, she went over the edge. She died too, in that explosion."

The woman's eyes reflected confusion. "W-what?"

Rider sighed. "Astrid loved Hiccup. He was the only one she had left. After losing her parents, siblings, and even her tribe and honor, he was the only one there for her."

The woman fell to the ground, sobbing, and two Vikings helped her stand and led her off.

Snoutlout's vision grew red. He hated this man. Coming here…bragging information about the traitors…he wanted him gone.

With a cry, he broke himself from Ruffnut and surged forward, and went to run his sword through the mysterious man…

…but was met with another sword. The man lit up his sword again, and rammed his into Snoutlout's. He could almost hear Rider's smirk. "Hiccup told me you had anger issues. Guess they never really go away, huh?"

Snoutlout's rage boiled over, and he yelled, and swung his sword at Rider. Rider ducked, and with a flick of his wrist, clashed his sword with the chief's, disarming him, and sent him sprawling back into the snow.

Rider stood over him, fire sword pointed at Snoutlout's throat, and the chief swallowed nervously.

"Release the dragon."

Stoick looked at the beast. "Is that a Night Fury?"

Rider tensed, sword still at the chief's neck. "Yes. Now let him go, or I'll kill your pathetic chief here who has no self-control and call Tempest and Valkyrie. And trust me…you don't want to be on Valkyrie's bad side."

Stoick looked at the chief on the ground, and Snoutlout nodded slowly, being careful not to raise his neck, for fear of being burned.

Stoick raised his head, and nodded to the Vikings holding the Night Fury down.

The Vikings looked at one another, and tensed. Then quickly, stumbling back, they let go of the ropes that held the unholy offspring of lighting and death itself.

Instantly the dragon was up, and roared, sending the Vikings scurrying back in fear of the beast.

Rider un-flamed his sword, and stepped back. Snoutlout raised himself on his elbows, coughing slightly, throat aching when he did. He grabbed a handful of snow and placed it on his neck, savoring the cold when it hit his slightly burnt skin.

Ruffnut ran forward, and hugged him. Vikings rushed forward, surrounding the Chief and the girl, forming a circle, weapons ready to defend their leader.

Rider laughed. "You think I would actually kill Snoutlout?"

He looked at the Vikings out in front. "Fishlegs; Tuffnut; do you think _I _would _kill _Snoutlout?"

Fishlegs' grip on his axe tightened. "I'm not sure. I don't know you."

Rider chuckled. "True, true."

Tuffnut snorted. "I wish you would have. I hate that Ruffnut chose Snoutlout. I don't know why though."

A hand punched him from behind, and he yelped.

Stoick looked at the young man. He wore a red and brown flight suit, and a mask, resembling the spikes and coloring of a Night Fury. He had odds and ends strapped to his suit, including the sheath for his fire-sword, his arm stowing a compass, and his other arm had a flat sheath for what looked like a small dagger.

Stoick cleared his throat. "What do you want?"

Rider shook his head. "Unless you caught another dragon rider, and are keeping her from me, nothing."

Stoick shook his head, confused. He noticed the snow was letting up; there were only small flurry here and there.

Rider noticed too. He turned, and mounted the Night Fury, slipping his prosthetic leg into the foot pedal controlling the dragon's tail fin.

A prosthetic tail fin.

Stoick's mind cleared, and he remembered something from years ago.

"Did you get that dragon from Hiccup?"

The man started. "What?"

Stoick's voice got harder, more confident, and he took a step forward.

The Night Fury growled.

"Did. You. Get. The. Devil. From. The. Traitor?" he asked, between his teeth.

Rider nodded. "I guess. Astrid couldn't leave him there, alone. He needs someone to fly him. She gave him to me."

A voice rang out, and another man stepped forward. But this man had fading yellow hair, a mustache that hung to his belly, and a prosthetic hand and foot.

"What's the dragon's name?"

Rider hesitated for a second. "Uh…Toothless."

The man pointed. "'Ow do we all know ya ain't Hiccup?"

Rider took a deep breath. "I'm not Hiccup."

Stoick stepped forward. "Son?"

Rider's eyes flashed. "I AM NOT HICCUP! YOU HEAR ME?! HICCUP HORRENDOUS HADDOCK THE THIRD DIED IN A FIRE! HE IS DEAD!"

The man with the missing foot and hand stepped closer. "Now wait-"

Rider shook his head. "Gobber. I. Am. Not. Hiccup."

'Gobber' stepped back, surprised. ""Ow did ye know me name?"

Rider pointed to him. "Gobber. Blacksmith. Hiccup told me he thought of you as his father, since his own was never there for him. You cared for him and mentored him."

Stoick stepped forward. "You see here you-"

Rider ignored him, cutting him off. He pointed to Fishlegs. "Fishlegs Ingerman. The only person that didn't bully him, besides Astrid. Very smart…but a coward. Never stood up for Hiccup."

"Snoutlout Jorgenson. A hot-head. His own cousin hated him. Hiccup told me you nicknamed his 'Useless'. Always pushing him around, making fun of him…I bet you're glad he's dead."

"Tuffnut and Ruffnut. Twins. Always crazy, like destroying things. Went along with Snoutlout. Loved to make fun of 'Hiccup the Useless'."

Rider turned to Stoick, chest heaving, eyes glossed with tears. "And….Stoick. His father. Who didn't act like one. Never was there for him. Called him a failure. Every day, he reminded his _pathetic_," he spat the word with a look of disgust, "son of what a _failure_ he was."

Stoick's eyes were angry at him, but yet sad at the same time. The anger faded as sadness overtook him.

"I-I know…I was never-never there for…for him when h-he needed me."

Rider's eyes softened. "He forgave all of you," he whispered.

Stoick's head shot up. "What did you say, boy?"

Rider took a deep breath, "H-he told me to come to Berk after he died….and tell you all that he…he forgave you. From everything. The bullying, name calling, everything. That was 5 years ago."

The snow had stopped.

Rider looked up, trying to fight the tears. He saw something fly overhead, a shadow crossing the snowy ground.

He looked up, and his heart almost stopped.

Valkyrie. And Stargazer.

Falling.

Rapidly.

All the Vikings looked up as Rider's voice cracked.

"VALKYRIE!"

He cried, and without a word to his dragon, like the dragon knew, they took off after the falling pair.

Stoick, Gobber, and the other Vikings stood there, confused. Was that the girl he was looking for?

If so, she was heading for the ocean.

She would crash.

Soon.

…**.**

**Snoutlout**

Snoutlout was the first to wake from the trance.

His heart melted a little bit as he saw Rider ride towards his falling…friend? Wife? Girlfriend? Sister?

He turned to the group. "Get Gothi! Prepare a place for them! Get to the ships!"

Some looked at him like he was crazy. Stoick being one of them.

"What are ye doing?"

Snoutlout looked at him, tears filling his eyes.

"What I should have done for Hiccup, all those years ago."

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider was bent low, his mind not on his freezing fingers, or his frozen hair, or his dilemma with Berk. All his mind was on was catching Valkyrie. But he had to save Stargazer too, or she would never forgive him.

The setting sun glinted off his middle finger as he rode.

…**.**

**Snoutlout**

Snoutlout stood on the ship, cape flapping in the biting wind, as Ruffnut clung to his arm.

He looked up, trying to find the falling pair.

They were pretty far up.

Usually that would be good. It would give them more time to find them.

But now, it just meant that they would fall faster.

And harder.

He turned back, and nodded to Stoick, who threw the ropes back from the docks and pushed them off.

Snoutlout looked up.

There they were.

He also saw the figure of a Night Fury, speeding after the Deadly Nadder and woman.

A wind started up, and he turned, wondering where the sudden gust came from, and saw a huge, orange-red and white dragon fly by. On the back stood a woman. Not riding.

Standing.

While the beast was flying.

Snoutlout shook his head. Whoever these people were, they were bat crazy.

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider flew closer, and saw why Stargazer was falling in the first place. Her rider was unconscious.

Valkyrie was only still on Stargazer because of the precautions he took while making saddles. A thin, strong cord, held the rider to the dragon, in case anything like this were to happen.

But he didn't count on Stargazer's wing being furled, and frozen like that. Without her right wing, the Deadly Nadder couldn't fly.

Crap.

Rider got close, and Stargazer squawked at him, alerting him to save her rider.

She could survive the fall.

Valkyrie wouldn't though.

Rider closed in. "C'MON BUD!"

Toothless closed in.

And within an arm's length, he easily grabbed the loop on her waist.

He leveled Toothless with the falling Nadder, and unhooked her from the saddle.

He mentally yelled to Tempest, who was approaching from the west on Skyripper.

_Get Stargazer!_

She yelled back, and he saw her out form the corner of his eye, diving for the falling dragon.

_I got her!_

She had Skyripper grab her in his claws, and Skyripper complied.

Right before Stargazer hit the ocean, the Stormcutter caught the frozen-winged dragon, and pulled up.

Rider shook his head.

Nightshade usually waited until the last second to do something, saying it was better to see if the problem would solve itself, and if it didn't, she'd intervene.

He didn't see how a frozen wing would fix itself, but usually, she was right.

…**.**

**Snoutlout**

Snoutlout looked up and saw Rider pull 'Valkyrie' from the Deadly Nadder's back. Then the woman on the Stormcutter waited until the dragon was about to hit the sea, then had the dragon grab the smaller beast in its claws.

He let out a breath he wasn't sure why he was holding in.

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider descended, and met the Berkains by the docks. In his arms, he clutched the lady. Tightly. Snoutlout decided that they were close. Family or romance-wise, they had a bond.

Rider looked at the chief. "Is there anywhere I can take her?"

Snoutlout nodded. "At the top of that hill, take her to Gothi's."

Rider bowed his head. "Thank you. As soon as she is patched up, we will be on our way.

The chief shook his head. "No."

Rider's eyes flashed confusion, and then anger behind his Night-Fury themed mask. "Are you forcing us to stay?"

Snoutlout shook his head furiously. "No, no, no. Just…it would impolite for me to not offer you a room to stay. And judging by the looks of it, the Deadly Nadder is in no shape to fly, and neither is the Night Fury."

He pointed to Toothless, and it was then Rider noticed how exhausted the dragon seemed. His eyes were drooping, and he stayed low to the ground, never making a sound.

Rider nodded.

_It's just one night._

With that, he started up the hill, clutching the unconscious lady to his chest. The Night Fury followed, growling at anyone in his master's way.

The last rays of the setting sun glinted off the metal on his finger as he climbed the hill.

…**.**

**Gothi**

When he reached the hut, Gothi opened the door and had to look up. She was surprised at the man in front of her.

While most people were huffing and puffing by the time they reached her hut, the man before her didn't even have a drop of sweat on him.

She looked down a bit, and saw a woman, with the same attire as his, but blue, in his arms.

She summoned him inside, and drew on the ground.

_Who sent you here?_

His voice was slightly muffled by his mask, which only showed his sharp, but kind green eyes. The Elder noticed that a puckered scar ran over his one eyes, and disappeared under his mask.

"Snoutlout."

_Chief Snoutlout?_

He nodded.

He looked down at the woman in his arms. "Can you help her?"

_What's her name?_

"…Valkyrie."

_Is that her real name, or a disguise?_

"…I am not at liberty to say. I'm sorry."

_I understand. Now lay her down on that bed and grab the little clay pot over there._

"Alright." He set her down on the bed, and stood up, moving to grab the clay pot.

Gothi looked her over.

_What happened?_

He shook his head. "I'm not sure. I crash landed in the forest, and was caught by the Berkians. And then all of a sudden I saw her falling, and my m-Tempest caught her dragon while I grabbed her…"

He trailed off, and looked at the mute healer. She was poking at Valkyrie's ribs, lifting her eyes, and feeling her neck.

He sucked in a breath.

_I would say she has a minor case of pneumonia. The frigid air might have gotten to her. And a fractured rib, maybe a sprained wrist…_

He released his pent-up breath.

"When can we go?"

_Leaving so soon?_

"I have…people that need me back home."

_Where is your home?_

His breathe caught in his throat. Should he lie, or tell the old woman the truth?

"I -we- come from an island far from here."

There. That was a half-truth. They lived _near _an island far from here.

_What's the name of the island?_

Crap.

"….Over here I believe it is called 'Maida'?"

Her eyes widened.

_Isn't that the island that trains and rides the beasts?_

"Beasts?"

She nodded, and he realized she was talking about-

"Dragons."

It wasn't a question, it was a statement.

She nodded again, as she tried to reach for a small jar on a high shelf.

He grabbed it from her, and she smiled warily at him.

_Why do they trust those beasts?_

He shrugged. "Same way I do, I guess."

She gasped. _You trust DRAGONS?!_

He laughed slightly as the old medic poured the liquid down Valkyrie's throat.

"I don't just trust one, I ride one."

Her eyes widened.

_Are you crazy?_

He leaned against the back wall as she spread a blanket over the unconscious woman. "I've been told that on more than one occasion."

_Which one do you ride?_

He smiled. She was going to just _love _what he said next.

"I believe here you call it 'the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself'?"

Her eyes grew wider.

_A Night Fury?_

He nodded.

_Just like the one the chief's son befriended. Before he was exiled, along with the best warrior Berk has ever seen._

His eyebrows raised. He wanted to see what she knew. "Who?"

_Hiccup Horrendous Haddock the Third and Astrid Victoire Hofferson._

"Oh, I knew them."

Her eyes were as big as Terrible Terrors.

_What?_

"I knew Hiccup and Astrid."

_Where are they? Are they okay?_

How could he tell her?

"Well…no. They aren't," he said, and he saw despair and fear strike into her eyes.

_What happened?_

"….Hiccup and Astrid died about 2 years ago defeating a large dragon to save my life and my…family's."

_Oh._

"…yeah…so…how is she?" he asked, wanting to get off the painful topic.

_She will be okay, but I would like to ask you let me keep her here so I can watch over her. Just for the night._

He hesitated. Did he really want her to stay alone, with this woman, all night? In a village full of people that could easily kill her, her dragon, him, or Toothless? In a village where Hiccup was never trusted?

He didn't have a choice.

"Can I trust you?" He asked, and she nodded.

_Of course. Now run along, you look like you're about to fall over._

"Is there a place for me?"

_Yes. You'll be staying at Chief Snoutlout's house._

Oh. Goody.

…**.**

**Rider**

Rider sucked in a breath as he walked through the village, Toothless trailing him. He ignored the villagers staring at him, and only turned around when he heard a small screech behind him. It was a little girl, and she screamed because of the Night Fury.

Rider smiled and turned and walked back to her. "Do you wanna pet him?"

Her eyes were as wide as mugs as she sucked in a breath. "My mommy said no touching dwagons."

His smile got wider underneath the mask. "Well, this is a nice dragon. Would you like to pet him?"

She nodded, eyes sparkling with curiosity and a bit of fear. "Uh-huh. Will he bite me?"

Rider laughed. "No, I promise he won't. You won't bite her, will you bud?"

The black dragon warbled, and the little girl giggled. "He sounds like Da when he's a-sleepin."

Rider burst out laughing. "Wow, okay. Toothless, no teeth please. And smile for…what's your name?"

The little girl sent him a smile missing two front teeth. "Sigrid."

Rider nodded, and motioned Toothless over. "Toothless, smile please for Sigrid."

Sigrid gave him a look. "The dwagon has teeth. Why's his name Toothless?"

Rider pointed. "Look."

Sure enough, with a slight ring, the unholy offspring of lightning and death itself retracted its teeth and widened its pupils.

He took her hand. "Sigrid, do you trust me?"

She nodded.

He extended her hand towards Toothless' neck area, and he crouched so she could reach it. Rider smiled. "Scratch him…right...there."

She scratched the black dragon, and with a thump, he fell, in bliss, tongue rolling and leg twitching and throat purring.

Sigrid looked at Rider. "He sounds like me cat!"

Rider laughed with her. "He does, doesn't he?"

He looked up, and saw the last rays of sun disappear beneath the ocean. "Sigrid, it's getting late. You should go home."

She nodded, before hugging him and then running off. "Bye Toothless!" she yelled, before going into one of the houses at the end of the block.

Rider shook his head, got up and made his way towards the Chieftain's house, Toothless once again following his Master.

…**.**

**Rider**

When he arrived at the big house, the first thing he saw was Skyripper, pacing outside, his soft burnt orange coat gleaming with the last dying rays of the sun.

Stargazer was lying next to the large house, wing unfrozen, and eating a basket of fish Rider knew Tempest had given her.

With nothing more than a grunt to the two dragons, Rider knocked on the door, and Toothless went over to Skyripper.

The big, wooden door creaked open not a second later, to find Tempest. Her mask and attire was still on, and she stood aside to let the tall dragon rider in.

His breath hitched; it was the exact replica of what Hiccup had showed and explained to him.

It was huge; wooden beams crossing the ceiling vertically. He looked up and saw a small loft, where he saw Skyripper' saddle bags. Tempest must have grabbed them when he wasn't looking.

A large fireplace took up half of the west wall; it burned bright and warmly; inviting and comforting.

But he couldn't get comfortable here.

As soon as the moon stood overhead and the stars around it danced, he would sneak out and get Valkyrie.

They were getting out of here as soon as they could.

But until then, he turned and saw the Chief and Ruffnut (was that his wife? Girlfriend? She wasn't wearing the attire of a Cheifess…) standing in front of the small dining table, wearing uneasy looks.

Rider snorted.

His outfit was designed to be intimidating.

It worked.

He looked at them and clapped his scarred, chapped hands together. "Where will we sleep? I am very tired..."

Tempest took a step forward, and Snoutlout took an uncertain step back.

"Excuse Rider…he is not very good with conversing. Thank you for letting us stay here while Valkyrie heals."

Rider shot her a glare, and she shrugged.

She had given away their names!

Snoutlout looked concerned. "Are those your real names?"

Tempest shook her head and let a small jingly laugh slip. "Oh no, dear, of course not. I am Tempest, this is Rider, and our friend your healer is taking care of is Valkyrie."

Ruffnut slowly came around, and walked right up to Tempest, eyes reflecting curiosity.

"Why are you wearing a mask? You can take it off…it look uncomfortable, Tempest."

Tempest's voice was higher when she answered, and Rider could hear her smile in her voice, even if he couldn't see it.

"Dear, these are for protection. And secrecy. There are many people out there wishing death and hurt upon us, and these provide protection from them. They are most comfortable…would you like to try it?"

Ruffnut nodded without hesitation.

Rider's eyes opened, then relaxed. No one would recognize her…

Tempest lifted her arms and expertly took off her large mask, and handed it over to the skinny blonde female.

Tempest had warm, deep green eyes and long brown hair that was divided into separate little ponytails that hung down her back. She had a sharp face, but there was more softness to it than hardness.

Ruffnut took the mask and slipped it on, and Rider tried not to laugh.

She looked ridiculous.

Ruffnut gasped inside the mask, and then popped it off. "Wow…that was comfortable. You're right."

She finally took a long, hard look at the brown-haired woman, and her face scrunched up. "You look familiar…I can't place it though. Have we met before?"

Rider and Tempest answered in unison. "No."

Ruffnut nodded slowly, and turned to her…boyfriend?...husband?...best friend?...and jerked her head at the duo of vigilante riders.

"Don't they look familiar, 'Lout?"

He was nodding slowly, hand resting on his chin and the other one resting across his stomach, supporting the first.

"Yeah…now that you mentioned it…she does look familiar. Did you ever have kids?"

Rider's breath hitched, but neither the Chief nor the blond noticed, both of their eyes fixed on the brown-haired woman.

She lowered her head, and brushed away a tear. "No. I had a son, but he died during childbirth."

Ruffnut's and Snoutlout's eyes widened, and they murmured "I'm sorry," and Tempest nodded.

"If you would be so kind, could you please show us where we will be sleeping tonight? I'm a bit fatigued…"

Ruffnut's eyes cleared and she perked up. "Oh! Yes!" she turned to Snoutlout. "Be a gentleman and show them their room. Where are your manners? Oh my gods men these days…."

Then she went walking off, mumbling about men and dragons and green-eyes boys.

Snoutlout watched her go, and then pointed to the loft. "There are two beds up there that are vacant. I'm sorry…but your dragons will have to sleep outside."

Rider waved it off. "They're used to it."

Tempest touched his arm and clipped her mask to her belt. "Thank you."

Snoutlout nodded, and then scratched his small beard. "Oh…and um…dinner in the Great Hall in about 5 minutes. Would you like to join me and Ruff?"

Tempest and Rider exchanged looks.

Tempest turned and nodded while Rider shook his head.

"Thank you dear, but we have a lot to do before we get to sleep for the morning. Would you be so kind to bring us something…? If it's not too much work for you, I mean," she said, finishing with a flurry.

The Chief nodded. "No problem, Tempest. See you later then."

Then with that, he walked through the door Ruffnut had walked through just a minute ago, and closed the heavy door behind him.

Rider sighed heavily, shook his head and climbed the steep ladder to the loft.

Tempest came up after him.

"What is it?"

He flopped down on one of the beds and angrily threw off his mask, where it thumped to the floor.

"We're supposed to be in DunBroch at my cousin's gathering…and we are stuck here."

Tempest's eyes softened and she sat down on the side of the bed, and brushed back a strand of Rider's brown hair.

"It'll be okay…Merida will understand. She knows how much you wanted to come; she'll forgive us. It's the storm's fault."

Rider sighed and looked up at the older woman, whose face looked older in the candlelight.

"You're right…I just never wanted to set foot on this island again, after what happened to Hicc-"

Tempest laid a finger on his lips. "Shhh. We are here and there's nothing we can do about it, Rider. Get some rest, I'll find our map and figure out where we are and where DunBroch is."

Then she kissed his forehead, grabbed the small candle, and went over to the saddlebags. She laid the candle on the floor, and began to rummage through the large leather bags.

Rider's eyes flickered and then he saw nothing but the small candle flame dancing.

Until it went out.

…**.**

**Snoutlout**

Snoutlout's face was scrunched up while listening to the two dragon riders upstairs.

Merida…DunBroch…where had he heard that name before?

He shook his head and turned, where he suddenly yelped at the scare. Ruffnut stood behind him, arms crossed.

"What do you think you're doing, 'Lout?"

He scratched the back of his neck. "You gave me a heart attack woman!"

He glare didn't lift.

He dropped his fake smile and looked at her.

"Fine…I was listening to them. Trying to figure out who they are."

Ruffnut sighed. "Because of your detective work, we are now late for dinner."

The Chief's mouth formed an 'O'.

"Whoops."

She smiled crookedly and loped his arm through hers. "Well, better late than never."

And off the two went, walking briskly in the frigid winter air to the warm, glowing Great Hall.

But throughout the walk, Snoutlout's mind wandered back over to the two strangers residing in his loft.

…**.**

**Stoick**

He looked over at the Great Hall entrance, just in time to see Chief Snoutlout and Ruffnut walk in, brushing the snow from their clothes and shivering.

He stood, and walked over to them, eyebrows raised.

"Where's the two riders?"

Ruffnut shrugged at the red-bearded man. "'Lout said they wanted us to bring them food because they were tired and needed to get ready to leave tomorrow."

The Chief nodded, and the taller man grunted and stroked his gray and red beard. "Hmmm…interesting. Sorry to bother you…and oh! Did they say anything to help us figure out who they are?"

Ruffnut shook her head. "No…all we know is that their fake names are Rider- the man with the Night Fury, Tempest- the one with the large dragon, and Valkyrie- the one at Gothi's."

Stoick nodded again and clapped the younger female on the back. "Good job…now go eat and get warm, Ruffnut."

She smiled at the former Chief before hurrying off to grab some food and to sit near the fire.

Stoick watched her go, and Gobber came striding up beside him. "Anything to help us find out who these riders are, Stoick?"

Stoick shook his head. "No, not yet."

Gobber sighed. "It was worth a shot."

…**.**

**Tempest**

Rider woke to a small scuffing sound on the other side of the room.

Opening his eyes slowly and wearily, he saw another candle burning brightly, illuminating Tempest, who sat on the floor, studying the map and making notes.

She turned when she heard the wood creaked and smiled at him. "Ah, you're up. Good. Chief just brought up the food a few minutes ago…it's still warm."

She pointed to her bed, which held an empty plate and a full one.

Rider nodded and stood up, stretching, before limping over to her bed and grabbing his plate. He then took a spot on the floor next to her and began to shovel the meat into his mouth.

He chewed and then swallowed before looking at Tempest. "How far to DunBroch from here?"

She sighed. "About half a day…we could still make it to the ceremony if we pushed it."

He brightened. "Brilliant! As soon as the moon shines overhead I'm going to head out and get Valkyrie. We will be outta here before the sun rises."

Tempest nodded wearily and cast a longing look at her bed. Rider followed her gaze and smiled. "Get some rest. I'll wake you when I've gotten Val and we're ready to leave."

She nodded and got up heavily before walking over to the bed and laying down. The moment her head hit the pillow, she was fast asleep.

…**.**

The moon was right over the large wooden house; the stars were pirouetting circles around it and leaving blazing trails.

A tall, muscular figure with a mask covering his eyes slipped out of the dark house and looked around quickly before stowing away into the night.

Watching from behind a house nearby, a pair of blue sparkling eyes watched the transcendental figure slip into the shadows.

…**.**

There was a rap on the heavy wooden door of the older woman's hut, she grumbled and got up, using her carved wooden stick to support her as she walked heavily to the door.

She opened it, and saw the man from earlier; Rider, she remembered.

He must be here for Valkyrie.

She moved aside, and he walked in and nodded, closing the door for her behind him.

He walked over to where the woman was laying. His green eyes were downcast on her sleeping form.

"Is she ready to be moved?"

Gothi nodded, and he nodded again. He would have smiled, but she wouldn't have seen it.

"Thank you."

He reached into a pouch at his thigh and pulled out 4 golden coins, and laid them on the side table next to the cot. "For your service."

It was then when he turned back around, and saw what was off. Valkyrie's mask had been removed. It sat on the bed next to her, and her ax was leaning against the opposite wall.

Rider turned on the Elder.

"You took off her mask?"

Gothi had nodded. She knew who this man was. She wasn't afraid of him. He wouldn't hurt her.

_I had to take it off to give her some herbs I had to crush up for pain relief._

Rider looked back at the girl, and then with a swift motion, slipped off his own mask and threw it to the ground.

"…Now you know who I am. And who she is….but…you already know, didn't you?"

_Yes. _

He looked at her, and gave her a quick, fleeting smile.

"Please don't tell anyone." He placed 6 more coins on the table. "For our secret."

Gothi's eyes widened. She shook her head and tried to give the coins back to the tall man, but he shook his own head, and slipped on his mask.

"Keep it."

Then he picked up the woman, and looked at her mask. "Can you put it back on her please? And grab her ax…she would kill me if I left it behind. It's her favorite."

Gothi nodded and grabbed the mask, slipped it back over the woman's scarred but pretty face, and wrapped her hand around the ax.

_What should I do with it?_

"Follow me."

He walked carrying Valkyrie bridal style, to the door leading to the small platform out back.

Rider pushed open the door with his foot and then walked out into the starry night.

Gothi followed him, and her eyes widened at the sight before her.

It was the Night Fury.

The black demon lay on the platform, and at the sound of footsteps, opened one of it's glowing green eyes.

Rider walked to the beast and laid Valkyrie on it's back, and the Fury stood up, and unfolded it's wings.

Gothi noticed the bags and sacks hanging off the saddle and poked Rider, and then pointed to the baggage.

"What? Oh, we're leaving tonight."

The Elder's eyes widened.

Rider saw that and shrugged. "Tempest and us have places to be by this afternoon. We need to move out now if we want to get there in time."

The Elder nodded, grabbed his elbow and dragged the tall man back into her house.

He resisted. "Gothi…what is it?"

She closed the door behind him and held his hand.

She opened her mouth, and for the first time, he heard her talk.

"We don't have much time, then. Take this," she pressed a wrapped package into his hand, "and don't come back, you hear me? There's danger here…you can't come back. God speed."

She stood on tiptoes, pecked his cheek, and then pushed him out the back door.

"Go."

He nodded, hugged her, and then mounted the Night Fury, grabbing Valkyrie, and laying her in his arms.

He nodded at her, and then with a whoosh of wings, he and the woman were gone.

…**.**

A hand grabbed her shoulder, lightly shaking her awake from the land of dreams.

"Tempest? We need to go…c'mon."

She rubbed at her eyes and looked up at Rider.

His mask was off, and she could see the scar that ran from his left eyes to his chin by the dim candlelight from the candle he held.

Tempest sat up, and Rider thrust her mask into her hands.

"I don't want to rush you, but we need to leave. Now."

There was something in his voice that jolted her completely out of her sleep.

Something loud, something clear, something…

…panicky.

She shot up, threw on her mask, and followed Rider down the stairs to the main floor.

She saw through the cracks in the walls that it was still night. "What's the meaning of this?" she asked.

Rider turned and pressed a hand to where her mouth would be. "Shhh…Chief is still sleeping. Danger. Gothi told me…she said we need to leave and not come back. I got Val, we need to go."

He opened the heavy wooden door and peeked out, before motioning her to follow him.

He looked up at the roof and whistled quietly.

Tempest looked at him, but smiled when three dragons came to rest on the ground near them.

She saw Rider had all the supplies on Stargazer, Valkyrie's dragon. Skyripper, her own dragon, had some supplies, but Star had most of them. Toothless held no supplies, but had to carry Valkyrie and Rider because she was still asleep.

Rider mounted Toothless and waited for Tempest to properly get on Skyripper.

He looked at her and she gave him a thumbs up.

Then the trio took flight and were gone.

Within seconds the sound of beating wings was lost to the wind and their outlines blended with the night sky.

That was the first and last time Berk saw the three Dragon Riders.

…**.**

Only minutes after the trio left Berk forever, a red-haired, blue eyed man came knocking at the Elder healer's hut.

As soon as the Elder opened it, the man came barging in and cornered her.

"Who was that? Who are they?"

She stayed silent.

His brow knitted.

"You know who they are."

It wasn't a question.

She nodded.

He slammed his fist into the wall, shaking the hut in the slightest way.

"Gothi! You need to tell me. Who. Were. Those. People."

She just shrugged. But then the butt end of her staff began to scratch words into the sand below.

_I know who they are, but I won't tell you. I promised not to tell. _

_And it matters not. They're gone anyways._

His eyes widened and he saw the empty cot.

"They're gone?"

_Yes._

"Will they ever come back?"

_No._

"Not ever?"

_No._

He sat down heavily and buried his face in his arms.

"Th-that was Hiccup, wasn't it?"

Gothi stayed silent.

"And-and Astrid."

Nothing.

Tears prickled his eyes as he asked one last question.

"Who-who was th-third one?"

Gothi didn't move a muscle.

"It w-was Valka…wasn't it?"

Gothi just smiled.

…**.**

**Phew! 46 pages long and over 11,700 words. This is probably the longest single story I've ever written….**

**Anyways, review, follow, favorite, whatever you guys like to do. And I might write a sequel to why the trio doesn't return to Berk…if I have enough support.**

**Wishing you all a safe and peaceful goodnight,**

**-frostonthewindow (Tris)**


End file.
